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PREF A CE.

BOoME fime ago o wish woe kindly expreesod b seversl of my frnends, and
othera whe had read my verses as thev appearsd in print, that I shoold
publizh them o a collected form.  The idea of having a boolo of my own, T
admit, was not easily got rid of, 80, after a little daliberation and reflection,
I determined to vewinre into the realies of anthorghip,  Such an under-
taking is, in thewe times, rather havardous for so unknown aather te
engags in ; but still I had the hope, in commom with other warklers, that
thore mwight be pooen enough lefl to pipe whd Lidlle pong thers was in me.
In this hope the present sdwventors iE marde ; and the rcenlt, for belter or
worae, ia now bevond the control of the Anthor and in the hamils of the
Puhlic, whose verdict T now snbmissively await,

The Poema in thiz eollention have, for the moest part, alveady appeared
in the papes of the Peoplds Friend, ander the aeoe-de.plume * Surface-
man ;" and I think it bot just to myself to afate that thiz titla temly
desipnates the noture of my calling—T heing bat a homble son of toil,
working with pick and shovel on the milway. Diher Poems, which
appenred in gevera] of the London Magarines, are, by the kind permission
af the Poblishers, inserfed in the volume; and these, with a eonsider-
able nomber of olliers which hovo never appeared in print before, consti-
tute the eolleotion which I now offer to the Tablic, in the hope that, as I
have had great delight in the writing of them, the reader may have—
thotgh in & less degree—a plensure in their perusal.



v FREFACE,

I leave the Poems, then, to those who, like myself, have to toil for
their daily broad ; and if my voreea influence them in the slightest degree
towards & higher reverenee for the  pobility of Inbour, the long pedigree
of toal,” I shall tear the account which, more or less, stands between the
author and hia resders, and, like the gnome in the German etory, fling it in
their faces with these two words written vpon it—*' Fylly paid.”

1 cannot mmluzle without touching wpon a duty which is heavier than 1
at first had imagined —T mean the tendering of my thanks to all my friends,
fnr and wear, who generoualy came forwarnd to aid me in the lsunch of my
little book. T have noaet words in whiah to eovch my pratitude to them,
I can only vequest therm o faney what, in roy inability 4o express, T have
left nnaaid.
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